beauty and energy is manifested everywhere in Paris;
and a more beautiful day for seeing the tall, white
houses and the villas and the trees and the swards
can hardly be imagined. I should be interested in all
these things, but my real interest would be in one
little hillside, a line of houses, eight or nine, close
by the Arc de Triomphe, the most ordinary in the
avenue. She Hiked the ordinary, and I have often
wondered what was the Knit of association? Was it
no more than her blonde hair drawn up from the
neck, her fragrant skin, or her perverse subtle senses?
It was something more, but you must not ask me to
explain further. I like to remember the rustle of a
flowered dress she wore as she moved, drifting like
a perfume, passing from her frivolous bedroom into
the drawing-room. A room without taste, stiff and
middle-class, notwithstanding the crowns placed over
the tall portraits, I see a picture of two children;
but she is the fairer, and in her pale eyes and thinly-
curved lips there is a mixture of yearning and rest-
lessness. As the child was, so is the woman, and
Georgette has lived to paper one entire wall of her
bedroom with trophies won in the battlefields of ar-
dently danced cotillons. The other child is of a
stricter nature* and even in the picture her slightly
darkened ringlets are less wanton than her sister's.
Her eyes are more pensive, and any one could have
predicted children for one and cotillon favours for
the other.

We often sat on her bedroom balcony reading,
talking, or watching the sky growing pale beyond
Mount Valerian, the shadow drifting and defining
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